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Follow the adventures of your favorite 
characters each month. They are tops 
in wholesome entertainment. 

A subscription to this magazine also 
makes an excellent birthday present. 

If your subscription is a birthday gift, 
fill out the special information on cou- 
pon and a personal birthday card will 
be mailed by us announcing the gift 
with best wishes from the donor. 

1 year —12 issues— $1.00 

2 years — 24 issues — $1.75 

3 years— 36 issues— $2.50 

If yours is a regular subscription and 
not a birthday gift, fill out left side of 
coupon and leave right side blank. 




SUBSCRIBE NOW 



THE LONE RANGER 



MAIL TO: DELL PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., 261 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK IS, N. Y. 

Doct. 7LR 



SEND LONE RANGER TO: 



Name 




Age 


Street and Number 


City 


State 




SUBSCRIPTION RATES 



FILL OUT THIS SIDE IF YOURS IS A 
BIRTHDAY SUBSCRIPTION 



ft n $1 .oo_ , y ear D $ t .75_ 2 y MfS □ $250-3 Years Relationship 

If you wish to send more than one subscription use plain paper giving above information 



:; Alberi P. Dclsc 







and the KILLER HOOD GANG 





HAVE TO CUT THE ROPE AND TAKE J 
A CHANCE/ r-—, .- — ->^_ */ 






HOOD'S GANG INTENDS 

TO MAKLFATHLR p— " 

SIGN AWAY HISr-As-/ OTHER 

SOLD MINE/ _( ^>\ GUN. 




UOQD FIGURED ON' ABDUCTING ME AND 
MAKING DAD SIGN AWAY WIS CLAIM TO 
GET ME BACK.' AND VOU ARL 
.WORKING POR 




talkxacby; whe.re.-s w~[you A5KtD FORTHIS,LACtY/ 
HOOD HOLDING THE GIRL?J^ 




FROM KlLLtR HOOD Ht.SE.HD5 
tLSIL'S SCARF TO PROVL HE.HASHLR 
PRlSONtR. AND HE'S TOO SMART FOR 
E.VE.N YOU.' WE CANT DO ANYTHING^ 
BUT PAY WHAT 
HE DEMANDS.' 




-WPt I UIH'T KIU.LD Hlrf, 




■'iV~you'Mts$Tut n rst 




jgjj 




t TUtKt'S A ¥ 
[USUI.' FIR& 


i 


n ^35il 






4^^Bm 






NO.' NO/ DON'T TORTURE 

Hit! KILL ME.' KILL ME 
BUT DON'T TORTURE. 
ME," 





Kaffir, 'w.-*-.* 



AND THE 

MURDER AT MIDNIGHT 





IT'S SURE COOP \OPTEN ENOUGH 

TO SEE YOU, FOR./MF/BUT 

MUSTANG MAG-.' /I AIN'T HERE, 

>OU DON'T GET /BECAUSE I WAm 

TO TOWN _/,TUM BE.' I'M ON 

M'WAV TO HERMIT 

JOE'S AN' YOU 

i BETTER COME 

, ALONG-.' 



THE FIRST OF EACH 
MONTH IHAVETUHPAy 
INTEREST ON MY MORT- 
GAGE.' TUiS IS TUB&ffST 
TIME IN YEARS HE DIDN'T 
COME TO COLLECT.' — 
SOMETMN'S 



MAG'S GOTA hunch \&AH!l WHY 
there's SOMETHIN' Io'valetan 
WRONG- AT HERMIT /OLD WOMAN'S 
JOB'S'. I'M RIDN' ^HUNCH TAKE YA 
THERE WITH HER! JoNAWILP GOOSE 
CHASE, SHERIFF? 




LI5SEN...VUW WEA$EL-FAC£D 
SQ.UIRT..MSEP A RESPECTFUL' 
TONGUE IN YER FACE WHEN 
VUH SPEAK O' A1£j 




WE'LL PUTTHIS \OCOU IDEA! 
WCOPEN CASE ) THEN WE'LL 
OVER SOIL'S J FOLLOW THE 
TRACKS OF THE 
KILLER'S 





THE TRACKS ^ WhAR MISSOURI 
LEAD RIGHT ^ LIVES.'--- BLITHE 
TO THAT -rf AIN'T NO KILLER! 



M.EAVWH1LEJUE LOME RANGE* 
4NPTOAJT0 R'PS TOWAR0 THE 
RANCH CP THEIR OLP FWENDi 
MU5TANG MAO.-, 




mere's mustang mag-'s place/ 
it'll ee good to see thatold 
ladva&ain; 




GREAT PAY W THE MORNIN'/ OP ALL THE PEOPLE ^CKi? 
IWANTAN'NEED...>'Ot/'>?FTHE ONES.' COME OVER mU/^ 
HERE, QUICK.. .IT'S OLD MISSOURI.'.' HE'S IN TROUBLE AW £& 
UP TO HIS EARS,.. AN' SINKIN' DEEPER.' jfr~**&LM ' : "" ' 










\; 


J^^^^^^v^^MOk'^ 


tL f^TI wr- — J^'&Ji%J$P^M&5%&- 




-"^■t- -^(Q Y >^p|- 



THE SHERIFFS with MISSOURL'OH, 
AAV SAkES ALIVE...WHAT A JAM 
THE POOR CRITTER'S 




LAST NK5HT OLD HERMIT JOE WAS 
KILLED.. .MISSOURI'S KNIFE WAS 
USED/THE FOOTPRINTS WERE 

MADE BY MISSOURI, AN' THEY 

LEAD TO HIS & " ' 




HANC- IT All...DDN'tsAV 
THAT! [MISSOURI DIDH'T 
KILL HERMIT JOE... 
SOMEONE FRAMED HIM! 





HE PACTS ARE THESE.' MISSOURI 'S 
KNIFE KILLED JOE... HIS FOOTPRINTS 
WERE OUTSIDE THE HOUSE...THE 
TRAIL LED Rl&HT TO HERE.' 




HE MIGHT HAVE.' 


TeUT MISSOURI 


■HE AN' HERMIT 


J CAN'T REMEM- 


JOE NEVER - 


v B£S WHERE 


DID LIKE ONE 


/THE STOLEN 


, ANOTHER^ rt 


MONEY WAS 


H>^~ i (— *■ 5=«~ * 


fc HIDDEN/a 



IT WAS A HUNOH THAT } 
TOOK A\£ AN' THE . 
SHERIFF TD SEE 
HERMIT JOE! AN' 
NOW I GOT ANOTHER ) 
HUNCH..THAT 
MISSOURI AIN'T-') 
THE KILLERS! , 





WHY, YOU TWO-FACED BUZZARD/ 
ALL THESE MONTHS YOU'VE 
BEEN ACTIN'SO INNOCENT 

4' HARMLESS I AN' ALL THE 
TIME YOU'RE A RUTHLESS, 
COLO-BLOODED MpRDEREK.' 
WHERE'O VUH PUT THE 



I CAIN'T REMEMBER A THING- 
ABOUT LA5T NiC-Ht.'I-I NEVER 
WANTEO TO HURT ANYONE.' _ 
B-8UT I MUST SE GUILT*.. IT J 
COULDN'T BE ANYONE ELSE! j* 




I'm* TAKIN' SOME MEN AN' the 
CQRONER OUT to TAKE CARE 
OP JOE'© REMAlNS/'^OUSTAY 
HERB AN 1 KEEP* AN 
E V B ON THINGS/ 



TO THINK YOU'D KILL ^.LAYOFFMIM 
A HARMLESS OLD MAN J DEPUTy - .' 
LIKE HERMIT JOE,' j-'T'M SORRY 
YOU'LL PAY FOR _J R0I7 the POOH 





THERE MIGHT ee A 
LYNCMIN' BEFORE 
GET SACK, MISTER 




MURDER SCENE 
ANO YOU C 

see the 

EVIDENCE 
AGAINST POOR 
MISSOURI.' 




IF SOMEONE ] WORST OF I' 
FRAMED / HE JUST ABOUT 
MISSOURI-V CONFESSED TO 




SHERIFF AWHILE THE SHERIFF 
COME HERE ) IS OUT OF TOWN... 

AGAIN— / WE'LL TALK TO 
OOT-UM \ MISSOURI. 1 COME 
CORONER.' 




WE'LL GST AWAY FROM f WAIT 
HERS BEFORE WE ,/FER ME. 
HAVE- TO ANSWER \ I'M A' 

V GUESTiONS.'COAie JGOIN',TCO: 

"" . O/Y, SILVERS 




THAT'S A OCCdT DEPPJTY.' 
STORY.. USE IT 7 VUH CAN'T 
ATYER. TRIAL..?N MEAN...W- 
IF YOU GET-ruHJ THEV'LL. 
triauicon't a 'l-/nch 
think th' men <q\ mb' 
n town will. 
let vuh; 




— &JT THERE'S. NOT AMJCH 
ONE MAN CAN CO AGAINST 1 
A MO& OETERMINEP TO 
TAKE THE LAW INTO 
THEIR OWN HANCS. 1 




MISSOURI'S SEEN ATWO- 
=ACEC &JZ2.ARP.' ACTED 
LIKE A WEEK OUE CRITTER 
TILL HE GOT THE C 
TO MURPER, OLE 
HERMIT JOE.' 



WHY WASTE TIME AN. 
MONEV ON A TRIAL? 
JUOGE LYNCH WILL 
" SENTENCE.' 






IP THEY LVNCH POOR MISSOURI, 
HE WON'T HAVE A CHANCE TO 
PROVE HE AIN'T A KILLER.' " 






W£ LONE RANGER! \ IT'S NEVER 
YER TOO LATE.' / TOO LA" 
THERE'S A LVNCH A TOT/ZV/ 
WD3 AT TH ; 





an' the only foot- X you'll 1 

PRINTS WA&MINE. 1 HAVETCT 
BUT THEM I REMEM- .1 GO INTO 
BEREDILOST V MIPIN&.., 
THE KNIFE USED \ IN FACT/ 
FOR THE MURDER.' J WE ALL 




HANG IT, DEPUTY, ) IT'S ALL RIGHT 
iT WARN'T OUR /THIS WAY, SLIM/ 

FAULT THE \ NOW MISSOURI 
L.YNCWN 1 FAILED/ )(S A FUGITIVE... 
THAT MASKED/ HE CAN SE SHOT 

MAN GOT < ON SJGHT...AM0 

Missouri out J so cam rue MAM 

O' THE WAV.' i-< WHO 





THEY'RE COMING, SILVER, BLTT .WE'LL 
HAVE NO TROUBLE OUTDISTANCING 
THEM— IT'S THOSE IN THE HOUSE 
WORRIED ABOUT, 1 




THE SHERIFF KNOWS THE 

LAW.'HE WOULDN'T COME 

IN LIKE THAT BUZZARD' 

FACED DEPUTY; 



Bv the time the suzp&sea men 

Q-ET AT TtfS/R QUNS- 




l-let o-oo op wei it was . 

THAT NEW OEPUTy SHERlPP! HE 
PAID POR IT AN' TOLD ME VD TEu. 
MISSOURI THE ORlNK WAS SOUGHT 




THAT MASKED MAN COT HOLD 

OF THE BART£NDER,WHO TOLD 

1MIWA6 THE ONE WHO 

SOUGHT THE DRINK FOR 



THAT DOGGOnEO 
MASKED MAN'. IF 

HADN'T BEEN 
FER HIMTHE LYNCH 
MOB WOULO'VE GOT 

MISSOURI.' 



wEll.it 

AIN'T., 

all right 
/vow/ 

E GOTTA 
ACT/' 



BOYS,I'VE A PLAN THAT'S BOUND 
TO WORK.' THE LONE RANGER 
WILL SATISFY EVERYONE THAT 
MISSOURI AIN'T THE KILLER--SO 
■■E'VE GOT TO SUPPLY 




'Bjwc 





"Tiny". Burris stored, frozen with 
horror. His Uncle Fred and Chet Boy- 
liss stood chin to chin, pale with fury 
and gripping their hunting rifles. 

"You're a liar!" roared Uncle Fred. 
"MY bullet killed that buck, Iqst fall 
. . . Yours hit him in the haunch — " 

"_ YOU KNOW that ain't so, Fred 
Burris!" Chet yelped. "It wos the other 
way 'round . . . Furthermore, NO MAN 
LIVIN' can call me a liar and — " 

"—and WHAT?" gritted Uncle 
Fred, jerking up his rifle so that its 
muzzle poked Chet under the chops. 

Tiny's heart seemed to stop. In a few 
seconds, he knew, there'd be murder.. 
And no one but a fourteen-year-old 
kid to prevent it! 

Then — something snapped in Tiny's 
brain, In the same split instant he 
dived at the legs of the two men. His 
overgrown, 200 lb body carried them 



both with him — over the lip of the 
mountain pool. 

Cold — the icy cold of -melted snow — 
gripped all three of them. The pool was 
only four feet deep, but it did the trick. 
Uncle Fred and Chet Bayliss scrambled 
out minus their guns, and with no 
more fight left in them than in o cou- 
ple of drenched cats. 

Tiny stayed in that bowl of ice water , 
long enough to bring up the two rifles. 
His lips were blue, as he handed the 
■ weapons back. And now, reaction from i 
his fright filled the kid with" sudden 
roge. 

"Take 'em, you punkin-heoded j 
fools!" he squalled in a voice that 
hadn't quite changed yet. "Take 'em 
and go home! And if you're still hank- 
ering for a fight, just tell your women- 
folks about this. THEY'LL accommo- 
date you! They'll make your ears ring 



for a month of Sundays." 

Uncle Fred pawed the water off his 
chin, but he couldn't hide the sheepish 
grin that spread over "his features. 

"Nobody since the Year One," he de- 
clared, "ever said a truer word than 
that, Tiny." 

He turned to Chet Bayliss with his 
hand outstretched. 

"I'm a liar and you're right, Chet," 
he said. "Will you shake the hand of a 
triple-distilled idiot?" 

"Haw!" remarked Bayliss. "I'd be a 
worse idiot if I didn't, Fred. Maybe I 
am anyway. Only man with brains is 
your nephew. If Tiny insists on our go- 
ing home, I won't kick. But I DID hope 
to get me a fat bear this season." 

Tiny had got over his "mad." He 
was shivering as he wrung out his 
woolen shirt. 

"Aww, we c-can't g-go home now," 
he chattered. "How'd we explain our 
clothes being soaked? Anyhow, I want 
to get me a bear this hunting season, 
too." 

Chet Bayliss squinted up at the 
warm October sun. 



"Our clothes will dry, walking," he 
stated. "I'm heading for the other side 
of Bald Mountain . . ." 

"And we'll be hunting on the back 
side of the Giant," Uncle Fred re- 
sponded. "So long, Chet — and good 
luck!" 

Two hours later, Tiny Burris and his 
uncle crossed the brook that ran be- 
tween "Giant" and "Baldy." Above 
them towered the granite ledges, 
masked with aspens and undergrowth, 
where the black bears liked to sun 
themselves. "Fat and lazy, they were 
only waiting for the winter snows be- 
fore they "denned up." 

Abruptly Uncle Fred raised his rifle. 
As Tiny's glance followed its direction, 
a. bush stirred violently, on the NEAR 
side of the dark blotch that was a bear! 

"Don't — !" gasped Tiny. 

As he spoke, the rifle cracked. A 
human figure, just rising beyond the 
bush, pitched down out of sight. The 
bear bounced, rolled, and dived into 
the brush. 

"My Lord!" said Uncle'Fred, with a 





it . 'ty 
■tt< 



queer, choking sob. "That was CHET 
BAYLISS!" 

The next moment he and Tiny were 
racing up the broken slope, reckless of 
pitfalls . . . They found Chet uncon- 
scious beside the ledge he hod been 
climbing. Uncle Fred's soft-nosed bullet 
had chipped the bone at the top of his 
right shoulder — a stunning blow, but 
not deadly. The real agony was Uncle 
Fred's. 

"Chet'll never believe I didn't mean 
to shoot him," he moaned. 

"Yes, he will!" cried Tiny, with sud- 
den inspiration. "Yau wait!" 

Gripping his rifle till his fingers 
bruised, TinyBurris plunged into the 
bushes. As he^hodexpected, he found 
blood. Partly flattened by Chet's shoul- 
der bone, Uncle Fred's slug had gashed 
the beor's thick layer of hide and fat 
— enough to bleed him. 

But a wounded bear is the trickiest, 
and the most. savage of all brutes — es- 
pecially in thick brush. When, five 
minutes later, this one charged, Tiny 



wasn't surprised. There simply wasn't 
time to fire more than one shot. 

And then the kid was down on his 
back, with yellow fangs ripping at his 
shoulder — at his throat! He screamed 
— not knowing what else to do. He 
yelled and yelled . . . and the bear 
stopped chewing him. He had heard 
something else. 

A gunshot blasted, -almost in Tiny's 
ear. The bear rolled over, grunting. A 
big man in a forest green uniform knelt 
to examine Tiny's wounds. 

But Tiny pushed the game warden 
aside. With his hunting knife he dug 
into the dead bear. In a few more mo- 
ments, he held up a misshapen chunk 
'of lead. 

"It's Uncle Fred's bullet!" he ex- 
claimed. "See, Mister — there's the X 
mark on the butt-end of it. Uncle Fred 
always loads his own shells, and he al- 
ways marks the bullets like that . . . 
Now" Chet Bayliss will know for sure 
theft Uncle Fred shot at the bear — and 
not at him!" 



WE SHALL NEVER V SQUAW 
FIND OUR. PEOPLE TALK ! 
NOW --WITHOUT SQUAW, 

MEDICINE HORSE / TEARS! 
TO CARRY US ' /WE WILL 
WALK ' 




THERE 15 OUR SUPPER,) 
-. LITTLE SUCK ! / 


BULLFROG^.') >v#- 






W "^| 


HnMNWi^-V 


Kv ?3nfi 




Bitt 




Thatnighzwhile young- hawk 

AND LITTLE- BUCK SLEEP a 





-ii, «v W' 

if )\ ! MM 



wM/l 



ITOLPVOUTHEY 


Yl H/e WILL TAKE 


. MAD GONE, 


J ONLVTME- 


kr RUNNING WOLF - 


/ HUMPANP 


fc NOW WE CAN 


TONGUFi THEV 


Bfc SAFELY TAKE 


WILLB&HEAVV 


gfo OUR MEAT. J 


ENOUGH TO 




^.WIM WITH ' 


a'i!pdE 


&t^$ 


SPfej 


M*'« 




mJnm'2far& 


IPSJi 


inuVa^^ 


WlilW- 




£& " t 


• 'tr^i 


ze- fife-^S 


S-stas* 


' flPv^ 


risfe 



4REV0U SURE THEY'VE M HEAR TWO MEN 
&ONE,VOUNGrHAWK ? y SWIMMING --WE 
* "ENOW. 







WAR CLUBS 

AND 

TOMAHAWKS 



ONE OF THE EARLIEST WEAP- 
ONS OF THE AMERICAN INDIAN 
WAS THE WAR CLUB - A CLUB WITH 
A BALL- SHAPED END TO WHICH WAS 
SOMETIMES ADDED A SPIKE OF 
DEER ANTLER, STONE, AND LATER, 
METAL. 





STEEL TOMAHAWKS AND 
TOMAHAWK PIPES WERE MADE 
BY THE WHITES FOR THE INDIAN 
TRADE. THEY WERE NOT USED AS 
WEAPONS, HOWEVER, BUT MERELY TO 
CHOP WOOD, SOME (HAVIN6 HOLLOW 
,rsC~* HANDLES AND A BUILT-IN PIPE) COULD 
•X\ ALSO BE SMOKED - STANDARD 
EQUIPMENT FOR FRONTIERSMEN. 





Geronimo— An Apache Chief 



